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Part | - November 2015 

"Hi Pat." 

Pat looked up at the redhead standing in front of him. "Hi Nate." 

Nate pointed at the seat next to Pat. "Can | join you?" 

"Sure." 

Pat stuffed his book into his rucksack and placed it on the floor freeing up the seat which allowed Nate to flop 
into the vacated space. They were on a private jet, he, Nate and the rest of the Foo Fighters, flying from one 
country to another as part of the Sonic Highways world tour. The tour had been so long that Pat actually had 
no real idea where they had just been or where they we're going save for the fact that they were 


somewhere in Europe. 


"Touring fucking sucks." Nate closed his eyes and leant back in the seat. "I hate everything about it" Nate 


fiddled with the armrest, his fingers plucking at the grey leather. 
"And?" Pat glanced at the bassist. "| know there's something more." 
He had known Nate for twenty years and he knew when Nate was holding something back. 


| hate these guys Pat" Nate sighed and opened his eyes. "Dave and Taylor and Chris, | hate them." 


ND 


"Nate's a solid bassist" Dave toyed with his long hair. "He's been playing in bands for years, and he's available." 


Pat risked a sideways glance at Nate who was hunched over his bass plucking out notes that, to Pat's ears, 
sounded flat and morose. He really wasn't sure about Nate's ability to keep up with Dave's ambition which was 
taking off like a rocket. He recalled the day he met Nate, the redhead was already in awe of meeting Dave and 
then to meet Pat, who he had idolized in the Germs, and who was also part of the now legendary Nirvana, 
caused the bassist's face to flush almost as red as his hair. 


| have nothing against the guy personally," Pat whispered, "but touring is fucking hard Dave, hard on the body 
and hard on the mind, is he up to it?" 


Dave had smiled. "He's ready Pat, just you wait and see." 


And ready Nate was, Pat had nothing but admiration for the young bassist who threw everything into every 
performance. Night after night Nate played his heart out, he might not expend much energy on stage, fuck Pat 
would be surprised if the guy moved outside a six inch radius, but the energy he put into his playing was 
phenomenal. The tour eventually came to a close and it was time to make that ‘difficult second aloum’ which, 
Pat discovered, was every bit as difficult as he had imagined. Nate had doubts about Pat, not about Pat's 
playing ability but about his location, he was in LA whilst the rest of the band were in Washington state, and 
Pat had to give Nate a grudging respect for his willingness to speak out against one of his fellow band 
members. It was immaterial in the end as the album was pretty much re-recorded back in LA with William 


being nudged out of the drummers role by Dave. 


But it had built a bond between Pat and Nate; Nate appreciated Pat's mentoring and Pat admired Nate's 
willingness to learn, and their friendship blossomed during the recording and subsequent tour. It was Nate that 
had shed most tears when Pat had announced he was leaving the band, and it was Nate's quiet loyalty that Pat 
missed after he quit. 


November 2015 
Pat stared at Nate. "You don't mean that Nate." 


Nate let out a long breath. "I love them but | don't like them. Dave is a slave driver who never knows when to 
let go, Taylor is a fucking child who still thinks that fart cushions are hilarious, and Chris is pulling further 
away, he just doest seem interested anymore. These guys are not my friends, they are people | work with not 
people | want to spend time with." 


Pat was shocked, this wasn't Nate talking, Nate loved everyone, he was the peacemaker, the one that tried to 
smooth out all the arguments, the one who hated conflict of any kind. This wasn't about Foo Fighters, this was 


something else. 
"Is this about them or about you?" Pat asked gently, "This isn't like you Nate." 
Nate played with wedding band on his left hand. "Being in a fucking rock band at our age is......ridiculous." 


Pat laid a hand on Nate's arm. "We are part of something real, and it brings happiness to many people. How can 
that be ridiculous? Sure Dave can be a fucking hard task master but where would we be without him? And 
yes Taylor can be a complete ass but how many times has he made you laugh when you were feeling down? 


And is Chris bailing out or is he just growing as a musician?" 


Nate sighed. "I'm too old for this Pat. | have a wife at home who has just had our baby and I'm here, in god 
fucking knows what country, playing bass in a rock band." Nate swallowed hard. "I have a wife, a family and 
these guys don't have a place in that life." 


"Don't they?" Pat chided. "We all have families, wives, children, don't you think the other guys miss their 


families too? These guys have been your friends for years, how can you hate them?" 


Nate paled and bowed his head. "Its not them Pat, its me. | don't feel like | fit in anymore." He brushed a hand 
through his hair. "I look at the others and they have it so sorted, they can juggle family and the band but | 
can't. | feel guilty, | should be at home with Kate, supporting her, not jetting off to fuck knows where." 


"We all feel that way Nate. All of us. But this is our career, this is how we make money to support our 
families, this is how we pay the bills. Without all these guys we would be nothing, its us, as a band, that makes 
it work, all of us together, because we all want the same thing. To make music and to be happy. All of us feel 
guilty for being away from our families but its our job." 


"Kate's a good woman, a sensible woman, and she knew what she was getting into when she married you. She 


knew what it meant to be your wife, knew you wouldn't be home every night, she married you because she 


loves you." Pat paused and sniggered. "Or maybe she just married you because of your massive cock." 
Nate snorted a laugh. "Its not that big, don't believe everything Tay tells you." 


"And that's what | mean Nate." Pat smiled "This is a tough job but our friends make it better, these guys 
understand how hard it is and they are the ones that have your back, they're the ones you can share a joke 
with because they get it. They love you Nate, don't push them away." 


Nate smiled. "You're right Pat. | don't hate the guys, | just hate the fact my job takes me away from my 
family.” 


Pat grinned as Nate got up and made his way over to the bar punching Taylor on the arm as he passed by. 
Nate was a great guy, very sensitive but that's what made Nate Nate, and Pat loved him for it. 
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Part 2 - August 20/5 


The sound of drawers being opened and shut was accompanied by swearing, a lot of swearing. Pat paused at 
the door to Taylor's hotel room, he glanced inside to watch the blond drummer flinging the bedding on the 
floor and shake a pillow out from its pillow case. 

"Fucking fuck," Taylor growled, "where the fuck is it?" 

"What have you lost this time T?" Pat smiled as Taylor jumped at the sound of his voice. 


"My fucking phone." Taylor grumbled and dumped another pillow from its case. "Fucking stupid phone." 


Pat grinned, Taylor was forever losing things, it was worse when they were on tour where Taylor took no 


notice of where he put things down. 
"Don't just stand there Pat," Taylor whined, “come help me look” 
Pat leaned on the door frame. "Have you tried calling it?" 


The look Taylor shot him could have felled an elephant. "Why the fuck didn't | think of that? Of course | fucking 
called it, I'm not stupid." 


"And?" 


"It went straight to voicemail, | think it ran out of juice.” Taylor kicked the pillows across the room. "Fucking 


stupid phone." 


Pat smiled to himself, they might all be many years older but Taylor was still the same scatterbrain that he 


always was. 

197 

"Have you seen my sneakers Pat?" Taylor prodded Pat with a drumstick "Have you hidden them?" 

Pat rolled his eyes at the drummer. "Why would | hide your sneakers Tay?" 

"To fuck with me" 

Pat grinned. "IF | wanted to fuck with you | would think up something better than hiding your sneakers: 


Taylor gave a non committal grunt as he began pulling clothes out of his suitcase and scattering them across 
the hotel room floor. Shirts, pants, socks and underwear flew out of the case landing in crumpled heaps, Pat 
thought that some of the items looked familiar. 

"Motherfucker!" Pat yelled at Taylor. "That's my fucking suitcase and my clothes you fucking idiot" 

Taylor paused with a pair of purple leopard print briefs dangling from his fingers. "Huh?" 


Pat snatched the briefs from Taylor and stuffed them in his pocket. “That's not your suitcase Tay it's mine." 


Taylor peered at the opened suitcase. "Shit. No wonder | couldn't find my sneakers in there." He opened the 
second suitcase which had a new pair of sneakers sitting on top of neatly folded clothes. "Found them." 


Pat resisted the urge to throw the sneakers out of the window and began picking up his clothes which would 


now heed ironing. 


"Do you really have to leave Pat? Is it me? Is that why you want to leave the band?" Taylor asked in a small 


Voice. 

Pat looked over at Taylor who was sitting crossleqged on the floor fiddling with the laces of his sneakers. He 
looked so young, so vulnerable, Pat sometimes forgot that Taylor was only 25, just a kid really, and although 
he had been on tour with Alanis Morissette this was his first real tour as part of a band rather than as a 
just drummer, and he knew it was tough on him. 


"No Tay it's not because of you," Pat smiled. "I just need some time out, | need to do something different." 


Taylor stared at him. "This is all I've ever wanted to do, | could never leave, it's a fucking rock band, a proper 


fucking rock band." 


"You're just starting out Tay, it's exciting for you but I've been on the road for what feels like forever and I'm 


tired." 

Taylor grinned at him. "What are you? Like 65 or something? Yeah | guess you need a rest Grandad" 
"Watch your fucking mouth asshole." Pat laughed and threw the purple briefs at Taylor. 

Taylor caught them and stuck them on his head, his blond hair poking out of the leg holes. 

"You do realize those briefs were in my dirty laundry pile don't you?" Pat chuckled. 


Taylor's face was a picture as the pulled the briefs off his head and ran into the bathroom to wash his hair. 
The briefs were actually brand new, never worn, but the little shit deserved a little bit of payback. Taylor was 
a bundle of energy, mostly childish energy, but Pat wouldn't have him any other way. 


August 206 


"Are you sure you had your phone with you?" Pat asked. They had been searching Taylor's room for nearly 
20 minutes and so far the phone was nowhere to be found 


"Yes, | called home on it earlier," Taylor snapped, "it has to be somewhere around here." 


Pat sighed as Taylor stomped into the bathroom and began shaking out all the towels that were neatly folded 
on the vanity unit. When Pat had announced he was leaving Foo Fighters Taylor thought it was something to do 
with him joining the band and, for all his bravado, Pat knew that Taylor had a big heart and he got hurt easily. 
Pat had stayed with the band for another six months before Franz had joined and in those months he had got 
to know the drummer better and he found himself joining in the boyish pranks that Taylor and Dave pulled on 
poor Nate. He had also seen Taylor's excitement at being in a rock band, seen him throw himself into the 
lifestyle with the abandon of youth, seen him lap up the perks that come with fame. He had hoped that Taylor 
would calm down in time but when he got the call from Dave several years after he had left the band to tell 
him that Taylor was in hospital in a coma from a drug overdose he knew that Taylor had taken things too far. 
It was a few more years before Pat rejoined the band but when he did he found a much more balanced Taylor. 
Sure he still pulled pranks, and he could still be as irritating as hell, but he enjoyed life on a natural high 


rather than a pharmaceutically assisted one. 
"Where the fuck is it?" Taylor growled as he lifted the lid off the toilet cistern 


"Do you really think it's in the toilet?" Pat laughed. 


"Have you hidden it?" Taylor scowled at Pat. 
Pat raised his eyebrows. "Why would | hide your phone T?" 
"To fuck with me." 


"You always think someone is fucking with you," Pat smiled, "but 99 percent of the time you have just 
misplaced things." 


"Well this might be the other | percent where someone is fucking with me." Taylor stomped back into the 
bedroom, flung open his suitcase and dropped onto the floor next to it. 


Pat rechecked the pile of clothes that Taylor had dumped out of the drawers, the drummer wouldn't give up 
until he found his phone and it was easier to help him look than to listen to his whinging. 


"Where was it?" 


Taylor smiled sheepishly. "In the pocket of my shorts. The shorts I'm wearing. | realized when | sat on the 


floor." 
"For fucks sake Tay," Pat sighed, “didn't you think to check there first?" 


Taylor shrugged. "I thought | had" He pulled a pair of black and white checked swimming briefs from his case 
and stuck them on his head. "I'm still a bit of an asshole Pat. Get it? Briefs, asshole..." 


Pat couldn't help but laugh, Taylor would always be a scatterbrained asshole but it was one of the reasons he 


loved him and he wouldn't change it for the world. 


FORBES aR a a 
Part 3 - October 20/5 


"I just can't seem to get the transition right." Chris was hunched over a guitar trying to get his fingers to 
play the notes he wanted. "Why the fuck can't | get it” 


They were rehearsing some new songs at Hotel Saint Cecilia in Austin where they planned to record them over 
the next few days, and Chris was having problems with one of the guitar riffs. Pat smiled at the concentration 
on the guitarists face, Chris had a habit of gritting his teeth when he was concentrating which gave him a 
look of constipation. It wasn't often that Chris struggled with his playing, he was a great guitarist, but when he 
got it into his head that he couldn't play something it became almost a trial for him to get it right. 


"Don't think about it, just play it." 


Chris looked up and pulled a face. "My fingers don't work like they used to, sometimes | feel like I'm a hundred 
years old." 


Pat chuckled. "If you feel old imagine how | feel” 


Chris grinned. "You never seem to grow older Pat, you kick our asses on stage every night. Nate breaks into a 
sweat if he has to move to the front of stage whilst you're doing those crazy kicks and shit all night" 


"| pay for it every morning believe me." Pat rubbed his knee which was sore from the show the night before. 


"I wake up with aches in places | didn't know could ache, | think that this might be my last tour." 
"You can't leave Pat, we wouldn't be Foo Fighters without you." 


Pat smiled to himself, Chris hadn't always been so keen for Pat to be in the band but that was a long time 


ago. 
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"Warts and all Dave said," Chris grumbled, "a history of the band warts and all." 

Dave had set up a film crew to chart the making of their new album which was being recorded in Dave's 
garage, and he also wanted a documentary segment with the band members talking through the band's lb year 


career. 


Pat ground out his cigarette. "You have nothing to worry about Chris, no skeletons in your Foo closet" Pat 
grinned slyly. "Unless there is something you haven't told us?" 


"No" Chris said firmly but the red flush creeping up his neck told a different story. 
Pat flicked the cap off a bottle of beer and laughed. "You do have a secret Chris. What is it? Spill it Shifty’ 
"Nothing" Chris muttered. "H's nothing” 

"Dave will make you tell it, you know he will, so you may as well tell me now." 


Chris shifted uncomfortably in his seat and ripped at the label on his beer bottle, Pat couldn't imagine what 
was getting Chris so worked up, as far as he knew the guitarist had always been pretty well behaved. 


"Out with it Chris." Pat lit up another cigarette and leaned back in his chair. "Tell me all about it." 


Chris shot Pat a sideways glance. "| didn't want you to come back." 
"Come back where?" 


"Back to the band. | thought you wanted to take my spot in the band" Chris's face flushed a darker shade of 


red. 


After Pat had left Foo Fighters Franz had taken over but it didn't work out and after some open auditions 
Chris had joined as guitarist. Over the years Dave had tried to persuade Pat to rejoin the band and although 
he had played several shows as a touring musician it wasn't until the recording of this aloum that he became 
a fully fledged band member again. Dave had made it clear that Chris was the lead guitarist and Pat was the 
third guitarist there to lend some guts to their music. 


"There were so many times | wanted to come back, but | was never going to take your place." Pat smiled. "You 


are a much better guitarist that | am, no way could | do some of those fancy riffs that you play.” 


"Fuck Pat, | was a complete dick to you because | thought you were asking Dave to push me out so you could 
come back." Chris ran a hand through his hair. "I'm sorry Pat." 


Pat took a pull from his bottle of beer and chuckled. "You obviously weren't a big enough dick as | never 
noticed. You need to go take some dick lessons from Tay." 


"You know Dave is going to make me say all this on camera." 
"Dave's a dick too." 


Chris laughed and raised up his beer bottle clinking it against Pat's. "I fucking wish | could say that on camera." 


October 2015 


"Fucking fuck." Chris's muttered as he tried the transition again and failed to get it right again. "I'm a fucking 


retard" 
No one was as hard on Chris as he was on himself and Pat knew better than to pass any comment when Chris 


was struggling. Pat pulled two bottles of beer from the cooler at his feet, he popped the caps and passed one 
over to Chris. 


"Beer isn't going to help." Chris grumbled but he grabbed the bottle and took a large mouthful. 


"Beer always helps." Pat emptied his bottle in three long gulp. "Don't underestimate the power of beer." 
Chris passed his guitar over to Pat. "Show me how its done." 


Pat smiled and took the guitar, he flexed his fingers then ran through the guitar part without pausing and 
without any mistakes. 


"You're a dick" Chris flipped Pat the finger but with a smile on his lips. 


"At fucking last, you actually fucking got it right." Dave's voice floated out to them from the hotel bar. 
"Thought | was going to have to kick your fucking ass. Or give the part to Pat to play.’ 


Chris arched an eyebrow. "And Dave is still a fucking dick" He waggled a finger at Pat. "Don't you go getting 
any fucking ideas about taking my part Pat, you know I'm the best guitarist in this band." 


Pat laughed out loud, Chris had long ago got over his insecurities and the two men often joked about who was 


the better guitarist. 

Chris grabbed the guitar, he played the transition perfectly and flashed Pat a triumphant grin. Pat smiled, 
Chris was a fighter, he never gave up and he probably was the best guitar player in the band. 
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Part 4 - July 20 

"PAT" 

Pat could hear Dave's roar despite him being in a hotel room two doors down. 

"PAT" 


Pat grimaced. Dave could sometimes be demanding but since he had broken his leg a few weeks back he had 


become demanding all the time. 
"PAT" 


With a sigh Pat made his way down the hallway to Dave's room, the singer was sitting on the floor in front of 


his suitcase with various items scattered around him. He looked up as Pat knocked on the door and scowled. 
"There you are, I've been calling you, didn't you hear me?" 


"I think the whole fucking hotel heard you." Pat crossed the room and sat himself on the edge of the bed. 


"What's up?" 
"What does it look like? I'm trying to fucking pack" 
"I can see that, but why does that necessitate bawling out my name?" 


"Because | can't do it on my own, in case you hadn't noticed | broke my fucking leg." Dave slapped the cast on 
his leg, it must have hurt as he winced. Served him right for being a total ass. 


Pat said nothing, dealing with Dave in a temper was like trying to catch the wind in your hands. 
"You just going to sit there and watch me fucking struggle?" Dave snarled. 


"Maybe | will help when you ask nicely rather than being a dick" Pat got up and headed for the door. "Until 
then you can fucking struggle." 


"Fuck you Pat.” 
A pair of balled up socks flew past Pats head hitting the door frame. Pat knew Dave was in pain, not just 
physically but emotionally too, and he wondered when Dave was going to admit what was bothering him. Dave 


hated to show his emotions, hated people to see him as vulnerable, and he masked it with anger, but sooner or 


later he would let it out. Pat knew this because he had seen it all before. 


"You're making a mistake Dave, you can't let Tay quit" 
"Fuck you Pat" Dave said. "Its my band and if Tay want's to quit he can fucking go’ 

Pat shrugged. "You asked me what | think and that's what | think’ 

Dave had come over to Pat's house to talk after the final rehearsal before the Foo's show at Coachella the 
following day. Despite leaving several years ago Pat was still close with Dave and the rest of the band 

Pat passed Dave a beer. "Maybe it is just too soon, too soon for Tay" 


After his near fatal over dose the previous year and a stint in rehab Taylor had returned to the band but 
things had not been easy. 


Dave pulled a face. "He's being a dick." 


Pat smiled. "Tay has always been a dick." 


Dave frowned. "No | mean it, he's being a fucking dick. He's being argumentative, sullen and he's on my case the 


whole time about Queens. It's like he's fucking jealous or something." 


"Maybe he is jealous." Pat took a chug of beer. "You two have always been close and now suddenly you're off 
doing stuff without him. Especially now when he needs you the most" 


Dave drank his beer in one long mouthful. "I sat with him every fucking day in the hospital, | was there every 
fucking minute | could. | was there when he came home from rehab, | was there the first day we got back in 
the studio, | was there every fucking step of the way" He opened another beer and took a gulp. "What fucking 
more could | have done? He's the one that had the fucking drug problem, he's the one pushing me away, he's 

the one that just wants to sit at home fucking around in the pool or going out on his bike. | was fucking there, 


he's the one being a fucking dick. And he can fuck off." 


The anger in Dave's voice shocked Pat, he knew Dave had been pissed at his drummer and that the rehearsal 
earlier had ended with a huge argument where Taylor had threatened to quit the band, but he had never seen 
Dave so angry. 


"He's been through a lot Dave." 


Dave slammed his beer bottle on the table so hard that it smashed sending beer and glass skittering across 


the surface. 


"He's been through a lot? He's been a selfish fucking asshole. Because of him we had to cancel the rest of the 
tour. Because of him we've made an album that is so fucking shit that | have had to bin it. Because of him it 
cost us millions of fucking dollars. Selfish fucking bastard" 


"Why are you so angry Dave? It's not about the money." Pat asked gently. "What's this really about?" 
All the fight seemed to go out of Dave, he dropped his head into his hands and broke into sobs. 


"He almost died Pat, | almost lost him." Dave raised his head and Pat saw the pain and fear in his eyes. "l'm 
angry that he did this to himself, I'm angry that he didn't think how much this would hurt me l'm angry that 
he scared the shit out of me, I'm angry that | didn't do anything to stop it from happening.’ 


"But you didn’t lose him, he's still here. And he's still hurting." Pat placed another beer in front of Dave. "He 
knows he fucked up, he knows he let himself down, that he let you down, but he doesn't know how to make it 
right." 


Dave wiped away the tears from his eyes. "What can | do Pat? How can | make it better?" 


Pat pulled Dave into a hug. "Be patient with him, look out for him, look after him." He kissed the top of Dave's 
head. "And tomorrow play the best fucking show you have ever played" 


Part 4 - July 205 


Pat paused with his hand on the door handle, he turned and looked at Dave who was shuffling across the floor 


on his ass towards the closet. 
"You want to talk about it?" Pat asked quietly. 
"Talk about what?" Dave growled. 


"What ever it is that's really bothering you." Pat smiled softly. "Its not about you needing help to pack your 


case.” 


Dave stared at Pat, his eyes were filled with tears, all his anger had gone. “All those people, | let down all those 


people. | cancelled shows." 
"You fell off the stage Dave, you broke your leg. You had no choice." 


"Some of them had saved for months to come see our shows, paid for flights, hotels," tears trickled down 
Dave's face, "and | let them down." 


Pat sat on the floor next to Dave. "Most people would have cancelled the whole of the tour, but you are not 


most people, you figured out a way to carry on with that ridiculous fucking throne." 
A smile twitched at Dave's mouth. "It is fucking ridiculous. | was high when | thought it up. But it works." 
"Yes it does and because of that you only had to cancel a few shows." 


"| will make it up to them Pat, reschedule the shows or give them something back, show them that I'm sorry 


and that | love them." 

| know you will" Pat hugged the singer. "I know you will." 

Dave grinned and picked up a pair of jeans. "Now will you please fucking help me pack." 
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Part 5 - December 205 


The tour was over, it had ended abruptly after the tragic events in Paris, and it had taken its toll on all of 
them almost causing the band to split. It was the post tour party at 606 and Dave was presenting the tour 
awards, a fun tradition they had where the touring crew got awards for silly things such as best beard and 
best drunken fall. Pat was enjoying the night with a bottle or two of champagne, and although he was glad the 
tour was over he knew he would miss the camaraderie he felt with the band and the crew. The party slowly 
wound down until only Pat, Dave, Taylor, Chris and Nate remained sprawled out on the sofas. Dave opened 
another bottle of champagne filling glasses for each of them. Pat couldn't work out why everyone was grinning 
at him, he had drunk quite a lot of champagne and was fairly wasted but he felt like he was missing something. 


"What's going on?" Pat asked Nate who was the most likely to tell him but the bassist just grinned some more. 


"I have one more award to present" Dave reached behind the cushions to pull out a small guitar made of glass 


mounted on a polished wooden plaque. 

Taylor scowled. "If it's an award for king of the assholes it better not have my name on it" 

"If it was it would definitely have your name on it," Dave laughed. "But this is a real award as well you know." 
Dave rose unsteadily to his feet, he pulled a piece of crumpled paper from his pocket and put on his glasses. 
"Fuck, he's written a speech," Chris grumbled, "he didn't say there would be a speech." 

Dave cleared his throat. "This year has been difficult for many reasons, broken bones, broken hearts and very 
nearly a broken band, but through all of those times, and countless times before that, there is one person 


who holds us together. This person has more sense than the rest of us put together. This person is always 


there for us, he never judges, he listens and offers advice which, in my experience, has always been the right 


"Fucking hell D just get on with it." 


"Ok, ok" Dave stuffed the paper back in his pocket. "This award is for the Best Band Member, and the award 


goes to the awesome Pat Smear 

The men around Pat erupted into whoops and whistles and Pat struggled to follow what was going on 
"| don't understand" Pat stared at the glass guitar as it was placed in his hands by Dave. 

"Its an award, for you, you idiot" Taylor chuckled 


"To show how much we love you." Nate smiled. "You always take care of us and we wanted to let you know 


how much we appreciate it." 


Pat felt tears well up in his eyes. "I don't know what to say." 


"No need to say anything," Chris grinned, "one speech is fucking enough for one night." 
"Fuck off Shifty." Dave laughed. "Pat can make a speech if he wants to." 


Pat shook his head, he glanced around at his bandmates, his friends, and he knew if he said anything he would 


make a complete ass of himself. 


"There is only one thing that needs to be said" Dave raised his glass of champagne. "To Pat who is quite simply 
the Best of Us." 


